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Bicket backed the bill with his address and said, hesitat-
ing : " I suppose, sir, Mrs. Mont wouldn't 'ave anything to
spare. My wife's about my height."
" I expect she would. We'll send them along." He saw
the ' little snipe's ' lips quivering, and reached for his over-
coat. " If anything blows in, I'll remember you. Good-
bye, Bicket, and good luck."
Going east, because Bicket was going west, he repeated
to himself the maxim : " Pity is tripe—pity is tripe ! "
Then getting on a 'bus, he was borne back past St. Paul's.
Cautiously ' taking a lunar'—as old Forsyte put it—he
saw Bicket inflating a balloon; little was visible of his face
or figure behind that rosy circumference. Nearing Blake
Street, he developed an invincible repugnance to work, and
was carried on to Trafalgar Square. Bicket had stirred him
up. The world was sometimes almost unbearably jolly.
Bicket, Wilfrid, and the Ruhr 1 " Feeling is tosh ! Pity
is tripe ! " He descended from his 'bus, and passed the
lions towards Pall Mall. Should he go into 'Snooks' and ask
for Bart ? No use—he would not find Fleur there. That
was what he really wanted—to see Fleur in the daytime.
But—where ? She was everywhere to be found, and that
was nowhere.
She was restless. Was that his fault ? If he had been
Wilfrid—would she be restless ? i Yes,' he thought stoutly,
* Wilfrid's restless, too.' They were all restless—all the
people he knew. At least all the young ones—in life and in
letters. Look at their novels ! Hardly one in twenty had
any repose, any of that quality which made one turn back
to a book as a corner of refuge. They dashed and sputtered
and skidded and rushed by like motor cycles—violent, oh !
and clever. How tired he was of cleverness ! Sometimes
he would take a manuscript home to Fleur for her opinion.
He remembered her saying once : " This is exactly like life,

